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guilty man in homage to the prince of all. The four blaz-
ing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely dis-
covered shapes and visages of horror on the smoke
wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same mo-
ment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed
a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a
figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no
slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some
grave divine of the New England churches,

"Bring forth the converts!" cried a voice that echoed
through the field and rolled into the forest.

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the
shadow of the trees and approached the congregation,
with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sym-
pathy of all that was wicked in his heart. He could have
well-nigh sworn that the shape of his own dead father
beckoned him to advance, looking downward from a
smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim features of
despair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was it
his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step,
nor to resist, even in thought, when the minister and
good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him
to the blazing rock. Thither came also the slender form
of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pi-
ous teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who
had received the devil's promise to be queen of hell. A
rampant hag was she. And there stood the proselytes
beneath the canopy of fire.

"Welcome, my children," said the dark figure, "to
the communion of your race. Ye have found this young
your nature and your destiny. My children, look be-
hind youl"

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet
of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen; the smile of
welcome gleamed darkly on every visage.

"There," resumed the sable form, "are all whom ye
have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed them holier
than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, con-